While on the shop and street T
My body oi a SIR Id en btax.ed;
And twenty mi miles more or less
It seemed, so great my happiness.
That I was bless^d and could bless*

V

Although the summer sunlight gild

Cloudy leafage of the sky,

Or wintry moonlight  sink  the Held

lt\ storm-scattered intricacy,

I cannot look thereon,

Responsibility so weighs me down.

Things said or clone long years ago,

Or things I did not  do or say

But thought that I  might say or do,

Weigh me down, and not a clay

But something is recalled,

My conscience or my vanity appalled.

vr
A rivery field spread out below,
An odour of the new-mown hay
In his nostrils, the great lord of Chou
Cried, casting olF the mountain snow,
'Let all things pass away/
Wheels by milk-white asses drawn
Where Babylon or Nineveh
Rose; some conqueror drew rein